be walking out with the daughter of this man, and in
that he saw the explanation of his misbehaviour.
One evening when Floris went with Wijntje to her
parents' house, her mother began, even before he
had sat down at table, reproaching him with his
bad conduct which was being visited on them, for
Werendonk from Gierstraat had been in and had
implored them urgently to forbid their daughter to
walk out with him, because it was leading him, so
he said, on to the path of frivolity, where he forgot
his duties. He had insulted them with his arrogance,
saying that a young man who was apprenticed to a
notary couldn't after all be serious in his association
with a servant girl. Now she began enquiring into
his intentions, she spoke sharply, saying that there
had been enough trifling, and threatened to put a
stop to it. Wijntje sat with her handkerchief to
her eyes ; her father looked down at the floor.
And Floris merely shrugged his shoulders. He could
easily have explained that all the notary had been
scolding him for was for untidiness in his writing
and for arriving late, nothing worse than a boy
might do at school, they would probably have over-
looked that. But he knew that behind these trifles
lurked something serious and that it would be useless
to seek evasions. And all this fault-finding put his
back up. He answered that he didn't care an
atom, and that his uncle should look after his own
children. Mrs. Kroon went on grumbling as she